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DAIRYMAN’s DAUGHTER 
AN AUTHENTIC AND INTERESTING 

NARRATIVE, 
BY A CLERGYMAN OF THE 
OF ENGLAND. 


CHURCH 


[Concluded from page 84] 
PART V. 


WO can conceive or estimate the 
’ nature of that change which the soul 
of a believer must experience at the 
moment when, quitting its taberna- 
ele of clay, it suddeniy enters into 
the presence of God? If, even while 
“we see through a glass darkly, ” the 
views of divine love and wisdom are 
so delightful to the eye of faith, what 
must be the glorious vision of God, 
when seen faces to face? If it be so 
valued a privilege here on earth to 
enjoy the communion of saints, and 
to take sweet counsel together with 
our fellow travellers towards the hea- 
venly kingdom; what shall we see 
and know when we finally “ come un- 
to mount Zion, and unto the city of 
the living God, the heavenly Jerusa- 
lem, and to an innumerable compa 
ny of angels, to the general assembly 
and church of the first born which are 
, ‘written in heaven, and to God the 
ju ige of all, and to the spirits of just 
~ mien, made perfect, and to Jesus the 
thediator of the new covenant »” 

If, during the sighs and tears of a 
thortal pilgrimage, the consolations 
of the Spirit are so precious, and the 
hope full of immortality isso unimat- 
ing to the soul, what heart can con 
ceive, or what tongue utter its superi. 
or joys, when arrived at that state, 
where sighing and sorrow flee away, 
and the tears shall be wiped from eve- 
ry eye? 





Such ideas were powerfully associ- 
ated together in my imagination, as l 
travelled onward to the house, where, 
in solemn preparation for the grave, 
Jay the remains of the Dairyman’s 
Daughter. 

She had breathed hér last shortly 
after my visit, as related in the for- 
mer account. Permission was obtain- 
ed, as before in the case of her sister, 
that I should perform the funeral ser- 
vice. Many pleasing yet melancholy 
thoughts were connected with the ful- 
filment of this task. I retraced the 
numerous and important conversa- 
tions which I had held with her, But 
these could now no longer be held on 
earth. I reflected on tio interesting 
and improving nature of Christian 
friendships, whether formed in pala- 
ces or in cottages ;.and felt thankful 
that I had so long enjoyed that privi- 
lege with the subject of this memori- 
al. I then indulged a selfish sigh, for 
a moment, on thinking that 1 could 
no longer hear the great truths of 
Christianity uttered by one, who had 
drank so deep of the waters ofthe ri- 

ver of life. But the rising «murmur 
was checked by the animating tho’t ; 
“ She is gone to eternal rest—could 
1 wish her back again in this vale of 
tears?” | 

At that moment the first sound of 
a tolling beli struck my ear. It pro- 
ceeded from a village church in the 
valley directly beneath the ridge of a 
high hill, over which I had taken my 
way. It was poor Elizabeth’s 
funeral knell. : 

It. was a solemn sound ; and in as- 
cending upwards to the elevated spot 
over which I rode, it acquired a pe- 
culiar character and tone. ‘Tolling at 

slow and regulated intervals (ag Was 












































customary for a considerable time. 
ptevious to the hour of burial) it seein- 
ed to procloim at once the blessed- 
ness of the dead, who die in the Lord, 
and the pane] of the living pon- 
dering these things, and laying them 
to heart. It seemed to say, ‘** Hear 
my warning yoics, thou son of man 
There is but a step between thee and 
death. Arise, prepare thine house, 
for thou shalt die, and wot live.” 
The scenery was in unison with 
that tranquil frame of mind which is 
most suitable for holy meditation, A 
rich and fruitful valley lay imme:i- 
ately beneath; it was adorned with 
corn-fields and pastures, through 
which a small river winded in a va- 
riety of directions, and many herds 
grazed upon its banks. A fine range 
of opposite hills, eovered with graz- 
ing flocks, terminated with a bold 


sweep into the ocean, whose biue 
Waves appeareg at a distance beyond. 
Several villages, hamlets, and church- 
es, were scattered in the valley. 


The 
noble mansions of the rich, and the 
lowly cottages of the poor, added their 
respective features to the landscape. 
The air was mild, and the declining 
sun occasioned a beautiful interchange 


of lightand shade upon the sides of 


the hills. In the midst of this scene, 
the chief sound that arrested atten- 
tion, was the bell toHing for the fu- 
neral of the Dairyman’s Daughter. 
Do any of my readers inquire why 
I describe so minutely the circum- 
stances of prospect scenery® which 
may be connected with the incidents 
IT relate? My reply is, that the God 
of redemption is the God of creation 
likewise; and that we are taught in 
every part of the Word of God to u- 
nite the admiration of the beauties 
and wonders of nature to every other 
motive for devotion. When David 


considered the heavens, the work of 


God's fingers, the meon and the 
stars, which he has ardained, he was 
thereby ied to the deepest humilia- 
tien of heart before his Maker. And 


when he viewed the sheep and the ox. 
en, and the beasts of the field, the 
fowl of the air, and the ‘fish of the 
sea, he wis constrained to ery out, 
* O Lord, our Lord! how excellent 
is thy name io all the earth !” 

Tam the Poor Man’s Friend, and 
Wish more especially that every poor 
labouring man should know how to 
connect the goodness of God in crea. 
tion and providence with the un- 
searchable riches of his grace in the 
salvationofasinnew. And where can 
he learn this lesson more instructive. 
ly than in looking around the fields 
wifere his labour is appointed, and 
there tracing the handy work of God 
in all thathe behelds ? Such mediia- 
tions have often afforded me both pro- 
fit and pleasure, and I wish my readers 
to share them with me. 

The Dairyman’s cottage was rather 
more than a mile distant from the 
A lane, quite overshaded 
With trees and high hedges, led from 

the foot of the hill to his’ dwelling. — 

It was impossible at that time to over- 
look the suitable gloom of such an 
approach to the house of mourning. 

I found, on entering the house, that 
several Christian friends, from differ- 
ent parts of the neighbourhood, had 
assembled together, to show their 
last tribute of esteem and regard to 
the memory of the Dairyman’s Daugh- 
ter. Several of them had first be. 
eome acquainted with her curing the 
latter stage of her illness ; some. few {9 
had maintained an affectionate inters 
course with her for a longer period. 
But all seemed anxious to manifest 
their respect for one who was endear- 
ed to them by such striking features 
of true Christianity. A 

I was requested to go into the cham. 
ber where the relativesand a few. o- 
ther friends were gone to take a last 
look at the remains of Elizabeth. 

It is not easy to describe the sensa- 
tion which the mind experiences on 
the first sight of a dead* countenance, 
which, when living, was loved and 


7 op. 









| tion of friend} 





esteemed for the sake of that soul 
which used to give it animation. A 
ner and awful view of the separa. 

on that hastaken place between the 
oe and body of the deceased, since 
we last beheld them, cceupies the 
feelings ; our friend seems to be both 
near, and yetfar off. ‘The most in- 
teresting and valuable part is fied a- 
way; What remains is but the earth- 
ly perishing habitation no longer oc- 
cupied by itstenant. Yet the fea- 
tures present the accustomed associa- 
dly intercourse. Tor ene 
moment, we could think them a- 
sleep. The next reminds us that the 
blood circulates no more; the eye 


has lost its power of sccing, the ear 
of hearing, the heart of throbbing, 
and the limbs of movin ig. Qui ekly 


a thought of glory breaks in vpe n the 
mind, ‘and we imagine the cear de- 
parted soul to be arrived at its long 
wished-for rest. itis sarrounded by 
eherubim and seraphim, and sings 
the song of Moses and the Lamb on 
mount Zion. Amid the solemn still- 
ness of the chamber of death, imagi- 
nation hears heavenly hymns chant- 
ed by the spirits of just men made 
perfect. In another moment, the 
livid lips and sunken eye of the cley 
cold corpse recall our thoughts to 
earth, and to ourselves again. And 
while we think of mortality, © sin, 
death, and the crave, we feel the 
greyer rise in our bosom, ‘ O ict me 
die the death of the righteous, and 
"Ret my last end be like his !” 

Wthere bea mom ent when Christ 
and salvation, death, judgment, hea- 
ven, and hell, appear more than ev- 
erto be mom éntous se of medi- 
tation, itisthat which brings us to 
the-side of a coffin containing ‘th e bo- 
dy ofa departed believer. 

Ejizabeth’s features were altered, 
but much of her likeness remained. 
Her father and mother sat at the 
head, her brother at the foot of the 
ecftin. The father silently and al- 
ternately looked upon his dead child, 
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and then Jifted up his eyes to heaven. 

A struggle for resignation to the will 
of God was manifest in his counte- 
nance; the tears rolling down his 
egedchecks, at the same time de- 
clared his grief and affection. The 
poor mother cried and sobbed aloud, 
and appeared to be much overcome 
by the shock of separation from a 
daughter so justly dear to her. The 
weekness and infirmity of old age 
added a character to her sorrow, 
which ealled for much tenderness of 
compassion. ‘ 

A remarkably decent looking wo- 
man, who had the management of 
the few simple though solemn cere- 
monies which the case reguived, ad- 
vanced towards me, saying 

‘Sir, this is rather a si¢ht of joy 
than of sorrow. Our deer friend 
Elizabeth finds it to be so, L have no 
doubt. She is beyend aii sorrow— 
Do you net think she is, Sir ” 

‘ After shat 1 have known and 
seen, and heard, I replied, ‘1 feel 
the fullest assurance that while her 
body remains here, her soul is with 
her Saviour in Paradise She loved 
him here, and there she enjoys the 
pleasures which are at his right hand 
lor evermore!’ 

‘Mercy, mercy upon a poor old 

reature, almost broken down with 
ace and grief, what shal! I do ?— 
Betsy's ow ! My daughter's dead! 
Gh! my child, I shall perer tee ihee 
more! God be merciful io me a 
sinner!’ sobbed out the poor mother. 

‘That last prayer, my dear oid 
woman,’ said J, ‘ will bring you to- 
gether again. Itis a ery 
brought thousands to glory. 
br "OU gint your dau yuter thither a nd 
hope i it will bring you thnther 
vise. Hie willin no wise cast out 
any that come to him’ 

‘My dear, said the Dairyman, 
breaking the long silence he had 
mainteined, ‘let us trust God with 
ourchild, and let us trust him with 
our own selves. The Lord gave, and 
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the Lord has taken away ; blessed 
be the name of the Lord! We ave 
oic, and can have but a little farther 
to tvave! in our journey, and then’ 
——He could say no more. 

‘Tne soldier mentioned in my last 
paper, reached a bibie into my hand, 
and said, ‘ Perhaps; Sir, you would 
not object to reading a chapter be- 
fore we go to the church 

] did so ; it was the fourteenth of 
the book of Job. A sweet trangaility 
prevailed, while I read it. Each 
minute that was spent in this funeral 
chataber, seemed to be valuable. I 
made a few observations on the chap- 
ter, and connected them with the 
case of our departed sister. 

‘lam but a poor soldier,’ said our 
military friend, ‘and have nothing of 
this wor.d’s goods beyond my daily 
sub.istence ; but I would not ex- 
change my hope of salvation in the 
next world. for all that this world 
could bestow without it. What is 
Weaiih without grace? Blessed be 
God, as 1 march about from one 
quarters to another, I still find the 
Lord where-ever I go, and thanks be 
to his holy name, he is here today 
in the midst of this company of the 
living and the dead. I feel that it is 
good to be here,’ 

Sume other persons present began 
to take a part in the conversation, in 
the course of which the life and ex- 
perience of the Dairyman’s Daughter 
were brought forward in a very inter- 
esting manner; each iriend had 
something to relate in tesiimony of 
her gracious disposition. One Gis- 
tant relative, a young woman under 
twenty, who had hitherto been a 
very light and trifling character, ap- 
peared | to be remarkably i: apheated 
by the conversation of that day ; and 
Ihave since had ground to ‘hae 
that divine grace then began to infiu- 
ence her in the choice of that better 
part which shall not be taken from 
her. 


What a contrast does such a scene 
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as this exhibit, when compared wi, 
the duli, formal, unedifying, and gif ile 
ten indecent mabner in Which funy, i 
al parties assemble in the house (iB the 
death. pet 

As we conversed, the parenti vhs 
seemed to revive. Our subject oi ‘ih 
discourse was delightful to — theif ex 
hearts. ‘Their chiid seemed to bl an 
aliveagain, while we talked of her~9§ lo 
Tearfui smiles often brightened their da 
countenanves, as they heard thei hi 
vuice of friendship uttering their 
daughter's praises, or rather the 
praises of him wio had made her a 
vessel of mercy, and an instrament 
ef so much spiritual good to her 
family 

The time for departure to the 
church was now at hand. 

I went to take my last look at the 

eceased. 

There was much written on her 
countenance. She had evidently de 
parted with a smile. It still reinain- 
ed, and spoke the tranquility of her 
departing soul. According to the 
custom of the place, she was Cecorat- 
ed with leaves and flowers in the 
coffin. She seemedasa bride gone 
forth to meet the bridegroom. These, 
indeed, were fading flowers, but 
they reminded me of that Paradise, 
whose flowers are immortal, and 
where her never-dying soul is at 
rest. 

I remembered the last words which 
I had heard her speak, and was in 
stantly struck with the happy thought” 
that ‘ death was indeed swallowed ap 
in victory.’ ' 

As } slowly retired, I said inward- 
ly, * Peace, my honered sister, .bé 
to thy memory, andto my soul; fill 
ve meet ina better world!’ 

Ina little time the procession form- 
ed; it was rendered the more inter-~ 
esting by the consideration of so 
many that fallowed the coffin, being 
persons of truly serious and spiritual 
characters. The distance was rather 
more thana mile. I resolved to con- 
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‘exc.le every emotion of pity, 


tinge with and go before them, as 

they moved slowly onwards, 
immediately after the body came 

the venerable father and mother,* 


bending with age, and weeping 
threush much effection of heart — 


‘heir appearance was calcuiated to 
love, 
ves fol- 
atten- 


be- 


rey. ~ ob ‘ : 
Fie otuer re} 


and esteen. 
several 
I 


lowed 
dant 
hind. 
After we had advanced about a 
hundred yards, my med was 
unex peciediy and agreeably in- 
terrupted by (he friends who followed 
the family beginning to sing a fune- 
ral psalm, N: t Ming eould be more 
sweet or solemn. ‘The wellknown 
efiect of the open air in softening and 


ana the 
their 


Lsic isi, 


triends took 


ifatien 


OF: 


blending the sounds of music, was 
here peculiarly fe it. ‘ihe road 
through which we passed wes beau i- 
fol and romentic. ft ley at the fout 
ot a hill, Which OLCAS! mm lly re- echo- 
ed the voices of the singers, and 
seemed to give faint Tep jigs to the 
soundsoftie mourners. The funeral 


knell was distinctly i 


church tower, reat] 
the effect which this simpie and be- 
coming service produced. 

We went by several cottages; a 
respectful attention was universally 
ebserved as we passed; and the coun- 
tenances of many procisimed their 
regard for the departed young woman. 


from the 


ang ws Yea. y MCcreasea 


“Dhe singing was regularly continaed, 


With occasional intervals of about five 
minutes, during the whole progress. 





* The mother died about half a-vear after 
her daughter ; and Ihave good reason to 
believe, that God was merciful to her, and 
tookher to himself. May every convert a 
child thus labour and pray forthe salvatio 
of their unconverted parents. 

The father continued after her, and a- 
dorned his old age with a walk and conver- 
sation becomins the Gespel. Whether he 
yet lives, 1 know not, but probably before 
this the dau. hter and ‘both her parents are 
met together m “the land of pure delights, 
where saints immortal reign.” 


O5 


I cannot describe the state of my 
own mind as peculiarly connected 
with this solemn singing. I never 
witnessed a similar instance before or 
since. I was reminded of elder times 

nd ancient piety. I wishe ed the 
pra sctice more frequent. It seems weil 
cal leniuted to excite and cherish devo- 

ion and religious affeetion 

Music when Jndic iously brought 
Into the service ol yeligion, is one of 
the most delichiful, and not least ef- 
ficacious means of ereee. ] pretend 
not too minutely to conjecture as to 
the actual! natu.e of these Peevunre 
“ ‘the resurrection, the re 
? ade soul will enjoy in 
heaved but } can hardly persuade 
myself that melody and harmony will 
be wenting, when even sense of 
hearing shall itself be glorified. 

We at jen gih arrived atthe church. 


which. 


a 
ihe 


The service was heard with Ceep and 
atieciionzte attention. When we 


came tu the grave, the hymn which 
Elizabeth had selected was sunr. All 
was devout, simple, decent, animat- 
ing. Wecommitited cur dear friend's 
body te the grave, in full hope of: 2 
Jovem resuriection from the dead. 

‘hus was the vail of separation 
drawn fora season, She is departed, 
and no morereen. But she will be 
seen atthe right hand of her Receem- 
er at the last ¢ day; and will again ap- 
pear to his glory, a miracle of grace 
and monument of mercy. 

My reader, rich or poor, shall you 
and I appear there likewise ? Are we 
* clothed with humility,” and array- 
ed in the wedding garment of a Re- 
deemer’s righteousness ? Are we 
turned from idols to serve the living 
God? Are we sensible of our own 

einptiness, flying to a Saviour’s ful- 
ness to obtain grace and strength ? 
Do we live in him, and on him, and 
by him, and with him? Is he our all 
in all? Are we “lost, and found 2” 
“ dead, and alive again >” 

My poor reader, the Dairyman’s 
Danghter wasa poor girl, and the 
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‘ 
ehard ofa poor mam.[erein 


senrlest he:: but dost. thon resemble 
her, as she resemb'ied Christ? Act 


faith 2? Hast thou 


‘ Is 
. 2S 


Zhou. made rick, by 

ae outa BD ame d — " } . 
=—& crown ial up for ties 
Jjeart set upon heavenly 


mot, once 


Ree 
tine 


a! 


a " . + . d 
TeaGq tfis SQ] y ane 


more, 


tien prey earnestly for Nee precicus 
faith. If, thrar neh grace, thou Gast 
jeve and serve the Redeemer that 
eived the Dairyman’s Daughier, 
grace, peace, and merey be with 
tice. The lines are fallen unto thee 

} pleasant places: thou hast a goodly 
a tage. Press furward in duty, and 


Lord, pogsessing th 

nuiience. Thou hast just 
e to the grave ofa meres 
Now go thy way, till 
- far thou shalt rest, ad 
lot at the end of the days. 


avait upon the 
eoul in holy ; 
been with m 
ed believer. 
the end be; 
giand in thy 





THE CHRISTIAN OSSERVER. 


2 v. , , a de a } 
49 TR€ Culior Gj tie Cnristian O+4server. 


1c motes contain the 
a sh eerce of a sermon delivered by 


> 
 Yrre 7 any 
2 FOUCLOT 4 


fig ate Mr. Patric, March 6th, 
S00, at the chapel in Dartmouth 
diow, Blackieath. They were taken 
gpith aview solely to the writer's 


meri sate sati isjactit OR, but if You 
hime then » deserving of a place in 


2our Dae wasle mis cellany, they may 


srebably prove of service to some of 
your r eader §, 
} OURS, 
A CONSTANT READER. 


LUKE, iith chap. 24-—26, 

unclean spirit is gone 
eut ofa man, he walketh through 
dyy places, seeking rest ; and finding 
mone, he saith, I will return to my 
heuse from whence Icame out. And 
when he cometh he findeth it swept 
aud garnished. Then goeth he and 


W ucw the 


than re-. 


riches? If 


taketh to himself seven other snirit, 
mere wicked than himself, and they 
enter in and dwell there, and the lag 
state of that man is worse than the 
first.- The immediate occasion of 
this parable was the blasphemy ap 

pervorse opposition of the Jews; and 
it contained a terrible warning to 
them, thatifthe present grace and 
special invitation of God failed of its 
cus effect, their last state would be 
indeed worse than their first. Meny 
were, without doubt, in part affected 
and awakened by our Saviour’s mira. 


cles and preaching. as they had be. 
fore been, by the appearance and the 


callof the Baptist to prepare for the 
kingdom of God: in both cases if 
they brought not fruits meet for re- 
pentance, they were nigh to the aw- 
ful eenitence of being cut down as 
withered trees to be cast in the fire.— 
I shall beg leave to accommodate the 
subject, however, to our present edi- 
fication, and without presuming to as- 
sert that my explication of what is 
meant by the unclean spirit, is the 
proper and primary sense .of the 
words, I shall now consiGer it as de- 
noting evil principies and habits; and 
that th ey are thus persontiied, the 
more stiongly to impress upon our 
minds thetr power and existence.— 
Some awakening providence or ex- 
traordinary call may for a time so far 
overpower these that they may he 
said to have gone out of a man; this 
is a crisis that demands peculiar fear, 
diligence and prayer. 
man walketh through dry places, his 
former amusements and enjoyments 
are embittered and suspended Peni- 
tence and concern, sorrow for the 
pest and concern for the future ocen- 
py his mind, conscience urges to?du- 
ty but the path i is rugged. As aman 
accustomed to ease whose feet feel 
every roughness and are wounded by” 
every stone, he still goes forward 
though slowly ; he had armed him- 
self with confident resolves, but these 
resolves owed their strength to the 





For now the 






















tg 
ye present impression. Wé naturally 
: think we shall continue to feel in fu- 
© Biureas we fog! at present. We do 
. not consider that man is a complex 
‘ being ; he not only comtomplates an 
ty pe object by means ol bis interest, but 
i: his hopes and lear; his joys and sor- 
ty Mezows produce impressions on his bo- 
dily frame—this latter is continually 
F undergoing alterations, whié¢h re ect 
: upon the mind ; the énimal spirits 
are ina state of fluctuation, and as 
"4 the returning wave eflaces the traces 
ie (e ormed by the preceding one in the 
9 sand, so the feelings of to day are dis- 
ip Ie placed by the feelings of the morrow, 


Our penitent was not prepared for 
this natural change ; he imagined his 
first fervours would be abiding and 
therefore did not guard against the 
return of solicitations of evil habits 
and appetites. Added to the priva- 
tions of animal pleasures, and the 
new and uneasy res‘raints of self deni- 
al; probably his former companions 
assail him with contempt or scurrility; 
he seeketh and finding .none, the 
thought of his former state obtrude 
themselves on his mind. As a man 
travelling in a wilderness, in a cold 
night and dreary road, remembers 
the ease and ejovments of his home, 
Which appear from the contrast more 
attractive than ever—so he regrets 
the sensual delights he has gquitted: 
regret rekindles desire; desire 
Prompts him to return to them, but 
“conscience interposes ; he stops, he 
pauses His resolutions, at length, 
give way. He fondly thinks some 
other season may be favourable to his 
progress ; he says, “ he will return 
to his house from whence he came,” 
his former haunts of ease and indul- 
gence. Not that he means to abide 
there; he knows it must be again quit- 
ted if he means to save his soul, but 
only now to seek a tefnporary re- 
freshment, which his present uneasi- 
ness seems torequire. After many 
reasonings, at length he determines; 
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e Ah, > or. 
absence of temptation and the force of he measures back his pace witty 


quckened pace to eerth ; and now hig 
former abode appears to his -view 
more than ever allravtive and Gesira- 
ble. * Swest and garnisted.” As the 
traveller drenched with raim and fe- 
tigued with the toil of his Journey, 
lonys for the eare and cemitoris of his 
owa fires he rejoices In his 
return to dalwences 
which fear and conscience had driven 
him. Bat is the enjoyment pezcefal? 
Ah no! Guilt ranklesin his soul; the 
dread of what is hereafter to came 
embitters the present ; therns lie be- 
neath the roses on which he wonld 


qe, as 


those 32 from, 


‘a 
sw 


repose. Whatcan he do, shail he 
think again of resuming a task so 
difficult, a pilgrimage so rueced >— 


Attempt again to lead e religious life ? 


conscience and hardening 
Sensual delight, the dance, 


festivity and wine, the opiates of i:- 
fidelity, the hope, the wish, that 


gladly listens tothe lie, there are no 


Judgments, no tevrors tocome. Thus 
he taketh to himse!i seven other 


spirits (Sedacers) more wicked thy 
himself, and they enter in and a 
there. Surely, ‘ the last 

this man is worse than the first! 
beware ye who feel conviction 
catch a glimpse of your Canger—be- 
ware how ye trifle with them! a; 
beware how ye rest with them, fo 
the latter involvesthe former. Con 
sider them @s monitors, to flee to the 


f2 


Saviour, that you may obtain that 
*“mrace by which the heart is esteb- 
hished> and soon will your steps be 


established too. Then ye will tresd 
the narrow way and find it the way 
of life: then ye will progressively 
prove that wisdom’s ways are ways 
of pleasantness, though she exereise 
her probationer with seli denial and 
with diffientties—that he may be 
humbled and proved, and capable of 
receiving good in the latter end, 


he 

























From tke Christian Observer. 


VERSION OF PSALM AY. 
P 
Wo, blest with God's eternal smile, 


Shall rest on Sion’s bely hill ; 


: =) 
Or, lost to earthly cares awhile, 


in holy tents perform hig will ? 


7 se 
ant 1 life are free 


heart 
corre ption’s sinful stain; 


E’en he whose 

From biind ¢ 

Whose words and actions well agree ; 

Whose promise ne’er is pledg 
ain ! 


That man whose generous soul dis- 
dains 
The crooked paths of dark deceit : 
Over whoin bright truth, tri: cchant 
reigns ; 
Whose breast is honour’s chosen 
seat. 


Slander, before his open face, 
Abash'd and cowering, far retires ; 

Whilst love, and every heavenly ; erace, 
Inspire him with their purest fires. 


No sinful gaines increase his store 
The oath he sware is sacred still ; 

Nor interest, nor amition’s power, 
Can tempt him to forsake thy will. 


* 
The man who thus thy law performs, 
O mighty God! shall never fall ; 
Secure, amidst surrounding storms ; 
His firm support—the Lord of ail! 


BREET oo s ER 
— == — 


HY MUN. 


ad 


4th Sunday in Advent—John 1}. 





The Lord shall come! the earth shall 
quake, 
The hills their fixed seat forsake ; 


And, withering from the vault of 
night, 

The stars shall pale their feeble 
light. 


d in. 





‘he Lord shall come! but not the 
same 
As once in lowly guise he came; 
A silent lamb before his foes, 
A weary man, and full o€ woes. 








The Lord shail come! a dread!) 





form, E 

With rainbow wreathe, and robes of , 
Weare ye \ is | 
séorm 4 { 
On cherub wings, and wings of wind ; @ 
Anointed J: udge Gf human ‘kind. TI 
Cc b dr 
an this be he, who wont to stray, 
‘A pilgrim oa the world’s high- P 
Wwav: 9 
. 
‘‘ Opprest by power, and mock'd by ti 
pride ; 
‘©O God ! is this the crucified >» y 
Go, tyrants, to.the rocks complain, ; 
And seek the mountain’s shade in 1 


vain ! 
Bat Faith, ascending from the tomb, 
Shall shouting sing, ‘ the Lord is 
come !” 





INNOCENTS’ DAY. 


Ob weep not o'er thy children’s tomb, 
Oli kachel, weep not so ! 

The bud ts cropt by martyrdom, 
‘The fiower in Heaven shall blow ! 





Tirstlines of faith ! the murderer’s knife 
Has miss’dits deadly aim; 

The God for whom they gave their life, 
For them to suiier came. 


Tho’ evil were their days arid few, 
Baptiz’d in bloed and pain, 
He knows them whom they never knew, 

And they shall live again. 


Then weep not o’er thy children’s tomb, 
Oh Rachel, weep not so! 4 
The bud is cropt by martyrdom, 
The flower in Heaven shall blow ! 
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